DAYSPRING

This strange blow of the sun reminds me that
the hour is ripe for the eating of fruit. I eat
fruit, slowly, lusciously, and either gaze at a distant
castled island and other smaller islands silhouetted
blacker against the black sky, or I read yesterday's
newspaper. The tidings printed in the newspaper
can only interest either the fool, the searcher after
pleasure, or the student of mankind. I know that
I am all three. Page after page of really the oddest
tidings collected from the various " resorts " of
Europe. I read of the arrival and departure of
Count This and Prince That, whose wives are
invariably American, of industrious committees
organizing pleasure, of gaiety, laughter, and going
to bed at dawn, of paper costumes so ingeniously
contrived as to imitate silk, of competitions of
beauty and elegance and even distin&ion, of small
donkeys being hired and introduced into ball-
rooms to the end of intensifying the picturesqueness
thereof, and of the thrilling expected arrival of a
Prince greater than all previously mentioned
princes.

Beyond a summary of international news and
minute details of the fluduations of every Stock
and share on every important bourse on earth, and
a few photographs of celebrities and of young
women more unclad than clad, there is nothing
in the newspaper but those oddest tidings, which
are assuredly intended to convey the impression
that God's in his heaven and all's right with the
smiling, prosperous, delightful world. I read and
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